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PREFACE. 



The first and longest poem in this small collection 
is here originally printed; the others (with two or 
three exceptions) have before been presented to the 
public in the magazines and periodicals of the daj. 
I desire to offer no other preface than a few explanar 
tory remarks : and first I would speak of the ^^ Be- 
DEMPnoN OF Labor/* 

There is now, probably more than ever, a prevailing 
desire to reform the world. Conscious of the almost 
miraculous superiority of the present age over all that 
have preceded, men of daring hopes have thought to 
accomplish, at a single stroke, the redemption of the 
human family from the ills which have so long 
been deemed a natural and inevitable inheritance. 
These men have invented systems, or as it were panouxas^ 
to cure the diseases of the world. Almost all modem 
):eformers belong to this clasS; and have attached themr 
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selves to different schools. While I honor their enthusi- 
asm, and acknowledge that they do. much good, I must 
protest that each and all are in error in the ultimate 
point of their faith. There is no panacea for social 
evils. But the world will surely progress to a greatness 
which we*cannot conceive. This I hold to be a present 
necessity. Civilization has gained such a foothold, that 
it can never again be overturned. So that if all who 
call themselves reformers were to change their &ont^ 
and labor to prevent this progress, they could not, in 
the slightest, affect the result 

Devotion to Science is the great element of modem 
civilization. It will be perceived that to Science I have 
given the first place, as the agent of this present ad- 
vancement. By Science I mean the legitimate develop- 
ment of the resources of Nature. To explain my theory 
fully, would occupy much space, but believing that I 
hold these ideas in common with many others, I have 
little fear of being misunderstood. The poem should ex- 
plain itself, without the assistance of an <^ Argument," 
and if it should inspire others with the same fixed and 
cheerful faith in which it was written, then, indeed, will 
I rejoice that I have given it to the world. 

« The Bride of Bboek-in-Waterland** waa written 
(after a journey through Holland) in the simple belief 
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PREFACE. t 

that there might be as much romance about a caual in 
Amsterdam as a canal in Venice. 

In the ^^Iron City'' I have endeavored to convey 
the impression which the sight of my native city of 
Pittsburgh makes upon the mind of one who sees it for 
the first time. 

The ^^Bloodhound's Song" was written and publish- 
ed, when I and others were asking for the repeal (not the 
nullification) of the notorious 'Fugitive Slave Law.' At 
first thought, it seemed wrong to include, in a collection 
like this, a poem having a political bearing; but my final, 
and, I believe, better judgment was to print it with the 
rest. 

The idea of the little song of "The Chapei/" is 
taken fix)m a popular German chorus. 

To make a volume, I have included some songs 
which were written when I was a boy, and had little 
experience, but they were the best I could then write ; 
and in fact I may add that whatever is here printed is 
the best that I was able, at the time of writing, to pro- 
duce. Therefore I am not ashamed to ask that my few 
poems may have readers, sLuce my conscience tells me 
that I have done my utmost to deserve them. 

C. P. S. 
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REDEMPTION OF LABOR. 

Labor, the Giakt, is a branded slave, 

Whose chains have hung unriven on his limbs, 

Through every age, up to the farthest reach 

Of history or tradition. Monarchs rise, 

And rule, and are dethroned by greater powers ; 

Great minds come forth from hamlets and subdue 

The cities of the world, and make the crowns 

Of richest kings their gifts to faithful slaves; 

Change, tireless Change, so rules the world that men 

To unreal Fortune give idolatrous knees 

While they forget the Mightiest : yet this mass 

Of untold strength and nerve, this harnessed god 

Who drags the lumbering chariot of the world. 

Is through all time the same. No wild pursuit 

Of the fair phantom Liberty hath given 

A day of ease to him; no drunken war 

Hath given to him the cup, and bid him drown 
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10 SHIBAS' POEMS. 

His anguish in a dream. The ocean waves 
Still roll and play in sunlight^ or upheave 
To fight the tempest; while the rock beneath 
Whereon they rest knows not the light of day, 
Is ever motionless. What miracle 
Is this, that he who is embodied power 
Can like a reed be crushed ? 



Alas! the clod 
Is blind and lunatic, knows not his strength. 
Proud Reason's sceptre, (greatest gift of God 
To earth, leaking man godlike) rests within 
The rulers' grasp and its reflected light. 
From Heaven received, falls on his sightless eyes 
With burning force, till they are vailed in pain 
And fear of power unbounded. Thus he T)ends 
Forever, his rounded shoulders to the task. 
And with his broad right hand submissive feeds 
His masters, or at their command goes forth 
To wield Destruction's sword and give his blood 
To gluttonous war. 



Who could behold his grief 
And not weep with him? He is naked, starved. 
And cold; his wounds unwashed, unbound, corrupt, 
And festering, burst and bleed afresh, until 
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BEDEMPTION OF LABOB. 11 

His great frame quivers, and the chilling sweat 
Of death-like agony from his bending brow, 
Yea from his shaggy breast and limbs of steel. 
Falls like the heavy drops of summer rain ! 

Shapeless and unconnected visions seem 
To chase each other in the moonling's brain. 
Sometimes a dreamy consciousness of power 
Unmeasured stirs within him, whereupon 
He throws aloft his arms, and shrieks with rage, 
And struggles to escape his toils till earth 
Shakes to her centre with his heaving weight* 

But what avail is strength to loose the bonds 
That mind has wrought ? They with each eflfort yield. 
And seem to break, but when the force is spent 
That weighs upon them, they fall back more firm 
Than when unstrained, while sick Dkspaib returns, 
More potent still to crush the Giant's heart ! 



And he will sometimes in his madness shout 
The name of Freedom, with delirious joy. 
More painful in its mockery than his grief. 
Then his deep voice he tunes to passionate hymns 
Of LiBEBTT and Glory ; then with arms 
Upstretched — forgetful of the iron bands 
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That cruidi his wrists, the brazen yoke that bends 
His throbbing neck, the chains of twisted links 
That wind about his limbs, and hang, in webs. 
Like warriors' mail, upon his trunk — ^be clasps 
His blistered hands, and utters eloquent thanks 
To God, and cries that he is free at last ! 
But while the tones yet live in echoes, shrieks 
And horrid groans go out upon the winds, 
Till every voice of Harmony is lost, 
And Discord only lives. This sequel comes 
Upon the fading of the taunting dream, 
When rusted rivets eating in the flesh. 
And blows redoubled, frotn the scourge, recall 
The maniac to his grief! 

m look no more 
On such a wreck, for mysteries deep are here, 
Beyond my scope of wisdom. Do not I 
Behold a throne where Mind, the king, might sit 
And straight increase his sway a thousand fold ? 
Yet is it viewed with scorn, and tenantless. 
Save when the ape Madness wraps his hideous form 
In its imperial purple, and directs 
A state of mocking fiends. 'Tis clearly shown 
This curse is ordered by a greater Power 
To end but with the world. For I have seen 
That all who strive to set the Giant free 
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BEDBMPTION OF LABOB. 18 

Are by his own hand crushed. His friends as foes 

He ever reckons, and his direst foes 

He nurses and protects with the fierce love 

A she-bear gives her young. What evidence 

More strong is wanting to reveal the curse 

As sent from Heaven, against whose righteous laws 

Let no man murmur : To the lost beneath 

The shades of Fate^ let all their farewell give ! 



Stay ! stay one moment more ! In this last gaze 
On woes so sadly deemed beyond all cure, 
What do I see ? The Giant's writhing form 
Is lifted from the earth, he stands erect, 
His head from side to side he quickly turns, 
As if in wonder at some mighty thought 
New bom within his soul. With sudden pause 
His face is now bent forward, his right hand 
Is pressed upon his brows to shade his eyes 
Which beam within their lashes like two stars 
Bom of the night. Now Hope must be a fiend 
Who wins my senses to betray their trast 
As Reason's sentinels, or else the veil 
Of darkness hath been rent at last, to give 
Light to the Giant : Yea, rejoice ! he sees J 
His eyes, at first too weak to bear the flood 
Thus poured upon them, heavenward slowly turn,— 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



U SHIfiAS' POEMS. 

They reach the sky, and now his knees are bent 

In adoration of the Power Supreme 

Whose glorious works revealed, thus break the trance 

That held his soul in bondage. He hath seen 

The fluid blue that tells of boundless space, 

And, sinking in the west, the burning Sun 

Whose crimson light rolls upward, wave on wave^ 

Beyond the clouds and far around the arch. 

His vision sweeping backward to the earth, 

He sees the snow-crowned mountains that appear 

His giant brothers ; towns and villages, 

And fields, and gardens, in the vale below. 

The rivers, lakes,. and groves, and, stretched afar. 

The lonely prairies, image of the Sea ; 

At last the Sea itself, the earthly type 

Of God's sublimity and mystery. Here 

He pauses, till the hand of silent Night 

Withdraws the veil of sunlight, and reveals 

Th3 secrets of the Firmament : the Mock, 

Who seems so near that we might almost hold 

Friendly communion with the life that dwells 

On her fair bosom, and the uncounted Stars 

Woven in labyrinths, that lure the sight 

So far within the wildering depth of Space, 

That all the senses wander, and the mind. 

Losing its oflSce, will no longer grasp 

The mysteries before it, but, in shame 
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€agt down to earthy commands the voice to sound 
These words alone — God and Eternity ! 



Thus is the scroll of Hbaven's great works unrolled 
Before the Giant ; but will this awake 
The fire of Reason ? He hath worshipped long : 
From sunset tilTthe misty birth of mom. 
In tranquil self-communion he hath seemed 
Free from his madness, but there rests a proof 
Greater than this. His deeds alone can give 
Warrant of new-bom power. Soon comes the test, 
For action is the blood that fill^ his veins ! 

The sun's first rays have kissed the dews of earth. 
And now, again, the Giant's eyes receive 
The light of day. Standing erect once more, 
He casts a hurried glance around, and then 
A survey of his own huge form begins. 
Alas ! to see his bonds, and know their strength, 
Will but increase his madness ! 

Nay, not so ! 
For see how calmly he turns o'er each joint, 
Rivet and bolt ! how cunningly he tries 
The points of strength ! How well he sees where each 
Will soonest yield ! It is enough I again 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



16 SHIRAS' POEMS. 

Is Hope a prophet, and the highest hoon 
Is given : Eeason his lawful empire finds, 
And just Bedemption's angel-task begins! 

The hours are priceless ! quick, and cold^ and stem 
In will that earthly power may not subdue, 
The captive toils for freedom. But untaught 
By previous trial, all the skill he owns 
Is of the present born. Triumph, in time. 
Is surely his, but many an age of pain 
And sweat must be the price of liberty. 

But lo ! from yonder grove two beings come, 
Whose spiritual aspect and benignant smiles 
Denote their heavenly birth. Science the first, 
A youth of princely mein : smooth, fair, blue-eyed, 
And crowned with golden curls that kiss his cheeks. 
Though delicate his frame 'tis strongly knit. 
And of such just proportion, that he stands 
Firm as an oak ; while such his quickness, strength, 
Nerve and endurance, that no spirit formed 
To dwell on earth, or wander in the air. 
May wrestle with him, or deny his sway. 
Then Faith, the sister of this youth, a maid 
Piire M the dreams of angels. She it is 
Whose presence dries all tears and heals all wounds ; 
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TVliose smile will kindle in the coward heart 

Of man, the daring of a demi-god ; 

Whose slightest word will send the ghastly fiends, 

Feab and Despair, back to their blasted shades ; 

And she it is whose kindness without bound 

Is ever lifting from the earth the prone, 

And leading them toward Heaven. This bright pair. 

Brother and sister, are with Reason joined, 

And can alone bestow their blessings where 

He dwells. Long have they wept the Giant's woes, 

Beyond their power to cure ; but now they haste 

Bejoicing to his side, to dwell with him 

Till Time, on earth, shall die. 



With childish shame 

He bows his head, nor dares to lift his eyes. 

But pausing not for this, the gracious pair 

Bepn their offices of love. The youth. 

In simple words, unfolds the mysteries 

Whereon his power is built. The maiden hastes 

To staunch the bleeding of the sufferer's wounds 

With her white garment's folds. Then from the skirt 

She tears wide bands with which to swathe his limbs. 

And close the frightful gashes of the scourge ; 

While, great the miracle ! this sacred robe 

Hath scarcely fallen o'er her limbs again, 
2 
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Till it again is whole; and as it waves 
In dalliance with the wind, the «tains of hlood 
Fade in a moment, and the drapery flows 
Pure as the form it covers ! 



Who could tell 
The joy that fills the Giant's soul to hear 
And see such wonders! Yet he is, himself, 
There as he stands, a greater miracle : 
He is transfigured! His low, narrow brow 
Expands and rises, an imperial front. 
Almost commanding worship ; the harsh lines 
Stamped on his face by pain and brutal rage. 
Fade like the anguish of a wretched dream. 
And beauty's dawn enchants the gaze instead ; 
His rugged features take the rounded form 
And flowing outline of incarnate grace ; 
His trunk and limbs retain their weight and strength, 
Yet seem new moulded from the purest dreams 
Of ideal Art : All that was discord once 
Is harmony and truth, and they that look 
Upon the Giant, face to face, confess 
Greatness and wisdom mightily revealed! 

Wo to the tyrants, who have slept secure 
In this great hour! Eoused by the jarring clank 
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Of breaking chains, they haste to crush their slave 
With the accustomed scourge, but soon fall back, 
Confused and terrified. They see, at once, 
Their peril, and the awful doom that waits 
Upon defeat; but every moment lost 
Becords a new link broken, and they rush 
Upon the desperate struggle. They command 
Deep skill, from Science won, but they oppose 
A union long predestined, which shall give 
Its proper elements a thousand times 
Their separate power. The substance of all war. 
The life, the blood, is now an enemy 
Declared j battle is but a show where all 
Should know the end ; but in a hood-winked Pride, 
(The bastard child of Wisdom,) the dethroned 
Cling to the false belief that power with them 
laves an eternal right : They take the draught 
Of adverse Fate in all its bitterness ! 



The fight begins. The Giant stands at bay. 
Contented with defence till he shall break 
The last remaining bond. With curious tools 
That Science teaches him to form and use. 
He cuts the tempered steeL The shackles fall 
In heaps upon the earth; at last the yoke, 
The sign of servitude, alone is left. 
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Bound this he twines his supple arms^ now free 
From all restraint^ and with unaided strength 
(His nape the fulcrum^) snaps the brazen mass 
Asunder, and leaps forth, well armed, to give 
Qflfensive battle. His obstinate foes 
Fall like the stately pines that will not bow 
Before the hurricane ; and they that trust 
In walls and breastworks, or in gloomy forts, 
Hewn out from solid rocks, are not secure ; 
For the great warrior (still by Science taught,) 
May now command the hand of Art to build 
Engines of war whose bolts would pierce the hearts 
Of iron mountains, and bring down the peaks 
That hide in dreary clouds and frozen mists 
To melt within the currents of the sea ! 

No force of arms can stay the conqueror's march, 
But strategy, and wiles, and policy 
Are left, whereon to rest the palsied hopes 
Of tyranny. The beacon fires that show 
The rightful course are quenched, and treacherous lights. 
Where chasms intervene, appear instead ; 
False guides are stationed on the mountain paths 
To point toward crumbling steeps ; wide gulfs are spanned 
By bridges seemingly secure, yet sapped 
In their foundations ; snares unnumbered strew 
The waj', but one by one they fail, and now 
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More subtle arts are tried, A truce is called^ 

While articles of peace and compromise 

Are tendered. All looks well; the terms are fair 

And generously expressed; yet every clause 

Is in itself an ambuscade where crouch 

Dishonor and defeat This^ too^ is vain. 

The labored writing, tossed in scorn aside. 

Becomes the plaything of the wind, and on 

The conqueror strides to seek the surcharged hearts 

Of empires. Here the thrones are fixed, and here 

Must be the final contest. Now again 

Begins the war of falsehood. Orators, 

Long tnuned in schools of argument, come forth 

To meet the Giakt, and mislead his soul 

With cunning eloquence. They prophecy 

Wars never ending, secret murders, plagues, 

Leprosies, famines, miseries unconceived 

In darkest ages, all in one great curse 

To fall upon the earth, should he pursue 

Bebellious triumph. Solemnly they speak 

Of laws in mouldering centuries embalmed 

And sanctified, which, once overturned, may crush 

The world beneath their wreck. They tell of rights 

By all the wisdom of the past confirmed. 

Then gliding gently into softer speech. 

They promise gracious pardon from their lords, 

Together with immunities and rights, 
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And charters hitherto denied^ will he 

But turn repentant from his wayward course. 



His faculties, overwhelmed and bound, confess 
The spell that on them works, for Eloquence, 
Whether by angels or by fiends employed, 
Comes in a radiant form, and great is he 
Who feels the rapture of her warm embrace, 
Tet grows not deaf to Beason's chaste appeals ! 
The Giant is irresolute and dumb. 
And, pining for relief, grows bold to look 
Upon his guardian. Faith. She meets his glance. 
Eye unto eye, and now his spirit drinks. 
For the first time, the purest flood of life 
From founts that are immortal. As the mist 
That hangs in gloom upon the hills, when pierced 
By sunlight in the rainbow melts, so fade 
The doubting shadows, and the crimson blood 
Of triumph mounts and swells the Giant's brow. 
His tempters vanish, borne upon the wings 
Of fear and conscious guilt; and soon he stands 
Before the palace walk that serve to hide 
Despairing royalty. A single blow 
Will burst the massive gates, and lay the throne 
Beneath the conqueror's feetj but victwy 
So great as this were still too lightly won, 
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Without one final trial, greater far 

Than all that he hath passed. The uplifted arm 

Is stayed, his purposes forgot, his wrath 

In wonder sunk, and motionless he stands, 

Staring before him, and yet seeing not ! 

Why this, when all the empire of the world 

Is at his feet ? 



Alas ! His enemies 
Have found in Reason's armor, the sole joint 
That may be pierced ; and they a strong hope nurse 
That though all other arts by which they held 
The lunatic enslaved, since his new birth. 
Have failed, there is one left which may overturn 
His haughty wisdom and his soul again 
To babbling madness give. A gloomy train 
Of men with half-veiled faces, habited 
In long dark robes, at once appear. Their chief 
Stands forth, and, with a gesture of command, 
Speaks in a voice of such a warning power. 
That every syllable an arrow seems 
Sent to the hearer's heart : 



" Stay ! cast aside 
Thy weapons of destruction, child of sin ! 
And to the altar of the living God, 
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Whose wrath thou hast provoked, a suppliant come 
For mercy undeserved. In God's great name ! 
Come on, or stand axjcurst !" 

The ghostly fear? 
That in his days of ignorance subdued 
His spirit, o'er him creep again. The sledge 
Falls from his nerveless hand ; he meekly joins 
The train, and with a slow and solemn tread 
They march from street to street, until they reach 
A temple lofty, gloomy, cold and stem. 
Yet beautiful. The doors are opened wide, * 
And all with heads bowed reverently pass 
The sacred threshold, and the Giant stands 
Amid the mighty pillars that sustain 
The pointed arches of the lofty roof. 
Before him is the gorgeous altar, decked 
With holy emblems ; through long windows stained 
In brilliant hues, steals an unnatural light 
That mingles with the taper's yellow glare j 
Damp is the air, and heavy with the smoke 
Of incense. All is still, fearfully still, 
Save when the Giant's heavy footfall stirs 
The softened echoes in the arches hid. 

But see! he starts, for now his ear has caught 
The first low murmur of a strain that seems 
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A mourning spirit's voice, and brings to life 

A host of those wild fancies that supplied 

The place of thought^ in that long feverish dream 

From which he hath awakened. First he hears 

The plaining voices of the winter winds 

That sweep the dreary wood ; then sweeter tones, 

Like to the gurgling of a rivulet. 

This, in a gentle cadence, is prolonged, 

Until his spirit seems to leave the earth 

To float through purer space; and while he thus 

Is drawn from all around, a sudden peal 

Of glorious harmony bursts forth, loud, deep. 

Sonorous as a torrent's roar. Then comes 

The music of the human voice, so high 

And clear that it controls the tones beneath, 

Which are the wings whereon it seems to mount 

In hymns of triumph to the Throne Unseen. 

The Giant, all distracted, bends his knee 
To offer worship to some power unknown, 
Yet feared ; and being thus subdued, the train 
Surround him, and again their leader speaks : 

"Now, mortal! thou art conscious of thy guilt, 
And tremblest 'neath its weight. Why hast thpu dared 
To break the chains that on thy limbs were hung 
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By God's decree, as chastisement too light 

For thy great sins ? Wilt thou dispute the will, 

The wisdom of Omnipotence? wilt thou 

Dispute the goodness that hath made thee slave 

To lenient masters, when thou hast deserved 

To writhe in horrible torments? rash fool! 

Even now thou wouldst have laid thy impious hand 

Upon a sacred person ; wouldst have torn 

The crownTrom brows anointed! Bend to earth, 

And cry aloud for mercy ! Then return 

To thy inheritance, the yoke, and strive. 

By strict obedience, by unceasing toil, 

By meek submission to the scourge, to atone 

For thy rebellion, and obtain a hope 

Of bliss in life eternal. This retreat 

Is still within thy power ; reject it not. 

Or all the worldly triumphs that allure 

Thy sinful fancy, the empires thou wouldst grasp. 

The sceptres thou wouldst wrest, will but prepare 

Thy soul for its damnation. Thou hast touched 

Forbidden fruit of wisdom ; hath it taught 

Thy thirsting soul the awful mysteries 

Of future life ? Will Reason give thee eyes 

To see beyond the grave ? Misguided wretch, 

Bend down thy haughty brow and let it press 

The dust, nor dare to rise till thou hast purged 

Thy heart of all its pride ; till thou catist kiss 
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The scourge, and bless the hand that lays again 
The heavy yoke upon thy stubborn neck. 
The voice of God, through me his minister, 
Hath given thee warning. Slave, obey ! or Hell 
Throws wide its portals for thy damned soul ! " 



Withering beneath the curse, his memory lost. 
All power of thought confused, all strength of will 
Dissolved in fear, the Giant, yielding, falls 
Upon his face, and the cold marble floor 
Is wet with colder sweat that from his brow 
Oozes thickly, drop upon drop. So moved 
Is he, that he doth choke for breath, and writhe 
And shijrer throughout, as one who feels the cramp 
Of Death's hard-jointed fingers in his throat! 



Exulting in their conquest, close around 
Their victim press the dark-robed crowd, and chaunt 
Strange incantations ; but, invisible 
To them, fair SaENCE grasps his hand, and Faith, 
In radiant loveliness^ beside him kneels. 
The youth, with pointed eloquence, essays 
To break the superstitious trance ; the maid 
Whispers in tones of inspiration. Yet 
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The Giant heeds them not, is silent still ; 

The victory hangs, until, at length, stem fact, 

So palpably presented, slowly gains 

The vantage ground. The youth's firm voice is heard, 

The shallow sorcery, by cold logic met, 

Begins to quail, and step by step the truth 

Bears Reason to his seat. The Giant feels 

That he is mocked with lies, yet cannot stir; 

For though the spell is broken, it hath left 

A heart-sick lethargy, a childish fear 

That binds him down like one entombed alive. 

This, Science cannot cure, 'tis Faith must light 

Once more the fire of courage, and the task 

Is match for all her powers. He cannot hear 

Her voice. She wipes the cold drops from his face, 

And seeks his eye with hers. He sees her not; 

And 'tis not till her arms entwine his neck 

In close embrace, heart beating unto heart. 

That the wild tide of life starts through his veins. 

But, oh ! what ecstasy the consciousness 

Of that embrace hath given ! Half risen, he winde 

His arms around her form, and as her head 

Lies on his bosom, his thick falling tears 

Like diamonds glitter in her unbound hair ! 

They are the tribute of his gratitude, 

His thankfulness to Heaven, his heart's whole love 

To Faith now given forever! 
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The solemn herd 
Of hypocrites, meanwhile in silence watch 
The change, and, by their guilt forewarned, shrink back 
Close huddled, while with half palsied hand each grasps 
His neighbor's skirt. 



Their terrors are not vain. 
For now the Giant hears Faith's eloquent voice: 
"Rise, King of Earth, once more assert thy right, 
Audit is thine!" 



He*hath arisen! and see 
The mighty will that sitiS upon his brow I 
The burning anger that inflames his eye ! 
The bravest now may quail, but words tell not 
The hellish torments terror breeds in souls 
By guilt defiled. With frantic groans and shrieks^ 
The dark-robed crew upon their faces fall. 
And with the menial's self-abasing voice, 
Each howls for mercy on himself. 



Too late! 
Too late I The Giant tears away their veils, 
And shows the hideous brand of servitude 
Upon their scowling brows; strips off their robes 
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And each is found to wear a girdle crammed 
With coins of gold, the wages of his crime : 
That crime so foul that bj its side all else 
Of sin that Hell can breed is heavenly fair ! 

And dare they sue for pity from the dupe 
Whose cheeks still bum with shame that he should fall, 
With all the world at stake, before the shows 
Of masking mountebanks? He is of earth, 
And nothing earthly can forgive a wrong 
lake this. They are serpents in his path. 
Their life is poison to all honesty, 
And sudden death instead of lingering pain 
Is the whole scope of mercy. One full sweep 
Of his long arm, and they are gone, while he 
Springs forth again, and fills the air with shouts 
That make the echoes of the round world pierce 
The o'erhanging clouds; and once again he seeks 
The palace walls. Twice hath he swung the sledge, 
The third time it descends, the shattered gates 
Fall from their broken hinges, and at last 
Tybanny is dead ! 



Beside his vacant throne 
The monarch kneels, encompassed by his courts 
And life is all he aaks. 'Tis given in soom ;. 
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Stripped of his tinsel and his cherished toys, 
The crown and sceptre, he and his late slaves 
Are sent upon the worid to beg their bread, 
And live a mocking record of the past. 



All toil, all danger, all temptation gone. 
Now doth the Giant quaff the unmingled cup 
Of victory. From its sacred seat he drags 
The empty throne, and stooping, rests its weight 
Upon his shoulders, bears it forth, and threads 
With hurried pace his way among the streets, 
Passes the gates and climbs the rugged sides 
Of an adjacent mountain. On the bleak 
And barren top he sets his burden down, 
Then piles around it baton, banner, staff, 
Crown, sceptre, signet, decorations, robes. 
All signs of royalty, heedlessly confused. 
And striking from the flinty rock a spark. 
Gives to the hungry fire the glittering mass. 
He watches for a time the shooting flame. 
Then snatching forth a brand, kindles a torch, . 
Descends, with frightful leaps, the mountain side, 
And flies from town to town, o'er land, o'er sea, 
In every nook and comer of the world. 
Destroying every record of past wrong. 
Nor customs, nor enactments doth he spare 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



32 8HIRA8' POEMS. 

That are not self imposed. No mystic creeds 

That mar the worship of Almighty God 

Survive the purifying flame. No priests 

Are left, save those whom GtOd, by godlike gifts 

Of wisdom, cDurage, tnith and love, ordains, 

That they, thus blest, may have the strength to guide 

Their weaker fellows* Then doth he proclaim 

That God's great revelation to the world, 

Badiant and hallowed Beason, shall, henceforth. 

Be every mortal's first and last appeal ! 

Beneath this law no fetter can be forged. 
No error lift its head. The pleasing task 
Of searching Natube's book of mysteries. 
Labor and Science, side by side, pursue. 
And when the Giant falters, as at times 
Perforce he must, Faith comes, with glowing cheek 
And dancing eye, to chase away all doubt. 
And give him double strength. Then doth he delve, 
To meet with great reward, for each new truth 
Thus rescued, adds to the now teeming store 
Of human wisdom, and new wisdom brings 
New happiness. 

No evil face appears 
Where man may make his dwelling; frantic Wab 
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Long banished from his presence, loses now 
Another stronghold, for the woods are felled, 
The desert sands are spread with soil and tilled, 
And their inhabitants, the beasts of prey. 
Homeless and frightened, are subdued and tame 
As bleating flocks. The swamps and thickets now 
Are waving fields; and thus, the silent snake, 
Hating, and hated by all else that lives^ 
Must steal for shelter to the slimy caves, 
There die and be forgotten. In the deep. 
Where nameless monsters on each other prey. 
War finds his only home. There is he chained 
In banishment perpetual. 



Not even Death, 

The inexorable, who so long hath claimed 

The final victory, and hath called himself 

King of all earthly kings, hath power to boast 

Of his exemption from the great reverse. 

The loathsome spectres of his court are gone, 

And but the shadow of his sway is left. 

Once he could come with his pale minister. Fear, 

And to his haggard victim hold a glass. 

In which would be reflected countless crimes, 

The fruit of mis-spent life, and torture so 

The parting soul, that all who saw his work 
4 
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Confessed his power. But now that guilt is gone^ 

This king is but a slave who frees the soul 

From worn out robes, and bears it back to God, 

From whom it came. Men yield their lengthened lives 

As children, when a sununer day hath sunk 

In twilight, cease the turmoil of their play. 

And kiss the hands that close their heavy eyes I 



Here must I cease, for all that I have seen 
Is told. And is it all a dream ? Oh, I 
Could wear out life in prayers to God (would they 
Avail with Him whose laws are fixed,) to look 
With glance of mercy on a yearning world, 
And let this vision of Redemption claim 
The rank of prophecy ! ^ As for myself, 
I do believe that all will be fulfilled. 
Tea, that in riper time, when souls expand 
And gather truths that are beyond us now, 
New voices will be lifted to proclaim 
Far higher and holier triumphs. But meanwhile 
Let us our outer garments cast aside, 
And mingle with the workmen. Not for us 
Will be the final victory, though reward 
Will not be wanting. Good deeds yield first fruits 
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With such celerity that one da/s sun 
May show seed-time and harvest. And, albeit, 
Each for himself should care, the simple joy 
A good man, when he plants an acorn, feels. 
To think his great-grandchildren, in their age. 
May bless the fdendly shadow of the oak. 
Is bounteous payment. Yet shall our reward 
Such joy surpass, as Heaven surpasses Earth, 
If we will lade the sweeping wings of Time 
With action worthy of our age. Amen. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE IRON CITY. 



Upon a hill with round and beaten point, 
Where man's disfiguring hand had cut and marred^ 
Until the very rudeness lost the charm 
That Nature ever wears — a wanderer rested. 



His dress was covered with the highway's dust, 
His brow was moistened by the sweat of toil, 
Fatigue and fasting showed their marks of pain 
Upon his drooping form and pallid face. 



He was a stranger to the land and people: 
A voluntary exile from his home. 
And friends, and country. He had braved and passed 
The wide and fearful deep, filled with the hope 
That in the freshness of the Western World, 
Amid the half-hewn woods and new-born cities, 
He might drink freely of that quickening cup 
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Without which, life is but a breathing death: 
He dreamed of Freedom on the couch of Hope! 



His thought had been, that day to reach a city, 
Which, for a time, should be his resting place : 
And now it was beneath him; yet he paused 
And strained his eyes, and was entranced in wonder. 



The city lay upon a pointed valley. 
That held apart two broad and noble rivers. 
Whose waters met beyond the sloping wharves 
And mingled into one ; but, as no glare 
Of day revealed these things, he looked above 
And saw a cloud of dark and sulphurous smoke, 
Boiling and lifting, as it passed away 
Upon the southern breeze, but not diminished, 
For, underneath, a thousand roaring furnaces 
Poured forth, from chimnies that stood up 
Like ancient inonuments, their dull black streams, 
That served to feed the moving sea of darkness. 



Beneath this cloud were half revealed the forms 
Of blackened dwellings ranged on gloomy streets, 
The which, partaking not of that great life 
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That moved ia turmoil and confusion round them, 
Seemed like the piles of Herculaneum 
New-risen from their long forgotten tomb I 



On every side were workshops, foundries, mills 
And glaring furnaces; round these appeared 
The toiling throng that hurried to and fro, 
And fed the raging fires, wielded the sledge. 
Or dragged, with hooks, great bars of heated iron, 
While to the wondering stranger's eye they seemed 
Black as their dwellings, as their mighty engines 
Bestless and tireless! 



Meanwhile there arose 
A strange and mingled noise of belching steam. 
Of clattering hammers, iron-freighted cars. 
And vessels shrieking on the troubled rivers; 
And yet these sounds were all half-lost and dulled, 
Amid a ceaseless, changeless roar that came 
From all the city, like that fearful voice 
With which the ocean speaks when chafed and maddened 
By the tempest I 

The stranger asked himself 
With thoughts akin to fear, **Can these be men 
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That dwell mthin this sea of smoke and fire? 
Can any living thing whose life depends 
Upon the breathing of the vital air, 
Sustain that life amid this stifling vapor? 



"The summer winds that rise at early morn, 
And play along the valleys plains and hills, 
And chase away the vapors of the night — 
Baring Earth's bosom to the sun's hot glances — 
Here vainly pour their purifjang breath, 
And while they bear dark clouds upon their wings, 
Can but make room for other clouds to rise! 



"Sad is the life of those whom fate hath doomed 
To waste their manhood where the light of Heaven 
Can scarcely come to cheer their gloomy hours; 
And sadder yet their moral life must be. 
For ignorance and vice will ever thrive 
Where toil and anguish wear upon the spirit." 



Oppressed with these sad thoughts the stranger tarried 
Until the sun had sunk behind the hills 
That stretch beyond the city; and even then 
He moved with hesitation, for he felt 
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None of that hope of ease and luxury 
With which the traveler finds himself repaid 
For past fatigue and pain; rather he seemed 
Like one who goes to seek a dangerous shelter 
Amongst the rocks and caverns of a desert. 



But soon these cheerless thoughts gave place to gladness 
And a new wonder rose upon the first; 
For, on the inner streets, he found himself 
Surrounded by the show of solid wealth, 
The dazzling streams of light, the rich display 
Of fine-wrought merchandise, the excited throng, 
And all the outward pageantry that marks 
The civil life of an advancing age 
In that true home of art — a growing city. 

And nothing was as in imagination 
It had appeared: the air seemed not impure, 
The cloud of smoke had mingled with the night. 
And to the upturned eye, as clear a light 
Come fi'om the watchful stars as that which sleeps 
Upon the lawn, or leaps from wave to wave 
In laughing dalliance with a mountain river. 
And though not even the silvery veil of starlight 
Could hide the unseemly blackness of the walls, 
This sombre hue appeared the impress of time; 
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And thus the wanderer thought to tread once more^ 
An ancient city of his native land! 



The citizens were such as he had seen 
In wealthy capitals; intelligence 
Appeared in every face ; his eye was pleased 
With tasteful dress and cultivated mien ; 
And more than once, a form of tempting grace. 
Or face of startling beauty, roused his heart 
To deeper throbbing, and called up a smile 
Of gladness, and withdrew his thoughts 
From all around him; then he called to mind 
That, in the fables of the ancient time, 
The god of toil and patron of the forge 
Had won the peerless queen of love and beauty; 
In which there seemed to lurk this simple meaning, 
That labor was deserving of all honor, 
And would be found, in man's more perfect state, 
United with the virtue, grace and wisdom 
That lift the mortal nearer to that fount 
Whence flow all blessings. 



Thus the wanderer, 

WhD, but an hour ago, had sat alone 

Upon the barren height, and viewed in sadness, 
5 
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Distrust and scorn, the iron-hearted city, 
Nov«r stood at home upon her narrow streets^ 
And looked on all her people as his friends. 
With joyous heart, light step and rising hope, 
He sought for food and rest ; he found an inn 
That was a palace, and was quickly served 
With choiceist flavored meats; his bed was down, 
And, in his dreams, the sooty smiths were kings 
In purple robes, and he their honored guest ! 



Many a wanderer through the maze of life — 
Lifted above his fellow men by pride 
Of intellect, or by that dignity 
Which binds the fragments of a broken heart 
And bears it on to self-relyiug greatness — • 
Looks downward from his dreary isolation 
Upon the madness, follies, crimes and wrongs 
By which the world is ruled j then comes the thought 
That men are fiends, whose only home is chaos: 
Who toil, and load their souls with sin, to rise 
By crushing others. Thus, he scorns the poor, 
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For they appear but dicers who have staked 
Their all upon a cast — content to starve, 
So they may hold the slender chance to win, 
And riot with the few who now oppress them. 
He pities not the rich, who build themselves 
A funeral pile of gold, on which their souls 
Are first consumed and then their wasted bodies^ 
For they appear but instruments of wrath 
To scourge the sinful mass, and be themselves 
The more accursed; sad, and bereft of hope, 
He sees no friend within a crowded world 1 



But, if by chance, or by the soothing voice 
Of gentler spirits, he once is led to stoop 
And mingle with his fellows, and partake 
The cup of life with more humility. 
He finds, with joy, that all is not impure; 
He finds a spring of truth in every hearty 
That sin's corroding feyer cannot reach; 
He finds deep-hidden causes for the crime 
That seemed but wanton madness, and he finds 
An all-pervading longing for the good. 
He hears the cheerful voice of holy men 
Who promise better things, and point the way 
In which the right must triumph; these he joins, 
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And strives to draw the erring back to truth^ 
By humble sympathy and gentle words. 
He touches then the chord of holy love 
That runs from heart to heart; his life is blest. 
And when he sinks at last, the hand of death 
Falls lightly on him, and he seems to sleep. 
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A DUTCH ROMANCE. 

One night, when skies were hright and calm, 
I left my home in Amsterdam ; 
I cast my schuyt fh)m moorings loose 
And steered across to Wilhelm Sluis : 
Upon the North Canal I sailed; 
The wind was fair and never failed. 
Quoth I : " My prow shall kiss no sand 
TiU I reach Broek-in-Waterland." 

Before an hour I saw the town, 
And soon the tapering mast was down ; 
But ere I left my graceful schuyt 
I heard the music of a flute ; 
And songs of love and shouts of joy 
Upon the wind came floating by. 
Quoth I : " They seem a happy band 
That dwell m Broek-in-Waterland." 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



46 SHIRAS' POEMS. 

I walked upon a winding street 
That seemed too clean for mortal feet. 
Ere long a stranger met my gaze — 
What joy !— one loved in boyish days ! 
Quoth he : " We revel here to-night, 
That all may share in my delight, 
For soon I'll claim the fairest hand 
In happy Broek-in-Waterland." 

As thus he spoke, we walked along, 
And soon were mingled in the throng; 
He vowed, in all a lover's pride. 
That I should see his chosen bride. 
And soon he cried : " Behold her now, 
Yon maiden of the peerless brow. 
The richest claims the fairest hand 
In happy Broek-in-Waterlaud." 

I looked, and swift as lightning dart 
A hopeless anguish seized my heart I 
It once had been my lot to save 
A maiden from the Zuyder's wave ; 
I bore her to her friends on shore. 
And never thought to see her more; 
Nor did I, till I saw her stand 
Betrothed in Broek-in-Waterland ! 
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But why such grief? for what to me 
This maiden saved from Zuyder Zee ? 
She knew me not before that day, 
Scarce saw me ere I turned away. 
I heard her voice, I saw her face. 
Yet asked nor name nor dwelling place. 
Then why this grief to see her stand 
Betrothed in Broek-in-Waterland ? 

Love's deeds are wild — ^his power divine I 
The maiden's eye had glanced to mine ! 
I heard her speak of thanks to me, 
My heart was moved and yet was free ; 
But parting told, and told too late, 
That love had mingled with my fate ; 
And now another claimed her hand 
And heart, in Broek-in-Waterland ! 

Grown sick at heart, I turned to go. 
Lest men might see and mock my woe ; 
But one cried out : " Oh, stir not forth, 
A storm has risen in the North !" 
I looked; the sky, of late so blue, 
Was hung in clouds of darkest hue ; 
An ocean-storm had reached our strand. 
And burst on Broek-in-Waterland! 
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I turned, and heard the maidens shout : 
" What reck we for the storm without, 
For joy S mistress here within — 
Again, again, the dance begin ! " 
The waltzers float around the floor — 
But stay ! what means that dreadful roar^ 
Those shouts of grief or stem command, 
In peaceful Broek-in-Waterland ? 

Alas ! the truth too soon was known. 
The northern dykes were overthrown ; 
And far and wide the vengeful waves 
Their victims swept to markless graves ! 
How changed this scene of wild delight ! 
Some shrieking fled, some swooned in fright ; 
The bravest hearts were now unmanned 
In hapless Broek-in-Waterland ! 

The bride, who had betrayed no joy, 
Yet seemed in truth more sad than coy, 
Looked quickly round with dauntless brow. 
And cried : "Come death or freedom now!" 
Strange words were these ! but marked by none, 
For even the lover now had flown, 
And I, ulone, for her had planned 
Escape from Broek-in Waterland. 
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Thus far, it seemed she knew me not; 
I turned to draw her from the spot ; 
But long before I reached her side, 
She saw — she knew me ! and she cried : 
*'The guardian of my life restored! 
My own, though seeming lost! adored! 
With thee, I dare all storms withstand, 
Come! fly fix)m Broek-in-Waterlandl" 

Around my neck her arms were prest^ 

She laid her cheek upon my breast, 

Then, yielding, swooned, as if no harm 

Could pass the shelter of my arm ! 

An age of thought swept through my brain, 

And joy that rose to fearful pain : 

"All mad!" I shrieked, "some demon's wand 

Is held o'er Broek-in-Waterland !" 

Twas but a moment ! then I knew 
A chance with every moment flew ; 
For a3 I bear her through the street 
The waves come dancing round my feet. 
My schuyt floats on the deepening tide; 
By struggling long I reach her side. 
With oar and sail at my command, 
We're saved from Broek-ih-Waterland! 
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An hour has passed in Wester Dock 
The maid recovers from the shock ; 
But danger past, deep blushes rise, 
Hot tears of shame start from her eyes ; 
She feels that fear hath made her bold^ 
That all her secret love is told 
For one who, calmly, saw her stand 
Betrothed in Broek-in-Waterland ! 

But love hath power, and bears the will 
To clear all doubts with matchless skill! 
Before the weeping maid I kneel, 
My own long cherished love reveal; 
Believing all, she checks her sighs^ 
And, smiling, gently lifts her eyes. 
To tell me why I saw her stand 
[ Betrothed in Broek-in-Waterland» 

'* With strangers I have dwelt," she said, 
"For I'm a lonely orphan maid. 
They loved me not, and would have sold 
My hand to one who oflfered gold. 
I scorned him, for I knew his soul 
Was lost to virtue^s safe control. 
He was a stranger — ^bom in Gand— ^ 
No son of Broek-in-Waterlandl" 
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**Yet hold! he was my friend," said I; 
"I loved him well in days gone by/' 
She answered : " But your friend in youth, 
In manhood left the paths of truth. 
For wealth, how steeped his soul in sin ! 
How basely sought my hand to win I 
And vainl}' hoped to see me stand 
His bride, in Broek-in-Waterland I" 

*^ Why vairdy hoped?" I quickly cried. 

" I scorned their power," the maid replied — 

" I loved" — she paused — ^I knew the rest. 

And clasped her closely to my breast. 

I felt that she was truly mine. 

By honor's law, by law divine. 

That none with shame our flight could brand. 

From hapless Broek-in-Waterland. 

We never thought of storm or calm. 
But held our course to Rotterdam. 
The gale had fallen to a breeze. 
And sails were spread to greet the seas. 
We bade our native land adieu. 
And o'er the waste of waters flew; 
And soon we touched a foreign strand 
Far, far fh)m Broek-in-Waterland J 
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And there, in lawful marriage rite, 
We claimed the triumph of our flight j 
But many a year had passed before 
We touched again our native shore. 
No traces of the storm were seen, 
The meadows waved in brightest green I 
We wept with joy once more to stand 
In happy Broek-inWaterland! 
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When the scream of the new-bom Year was heard, 

When the old Year groaned his last, 
When the solemn knell and the christening bell 

Were mingled upon the blast, 
A stem old man to my bedside stalked. 

And paused with an air sublime ; 
I never had looked on him thus before, 

But I knew he was Father Time* 

"Grood morrow!" said I, while I shook with dread j 

"Good morrow ! good friend," said he ; 
"But why do you speak in a trembling voice? 

And why do you shrink from me? " 
" I shrink, because you are not my friend. 

Because I have reason to fear ; " 
" Go on," quoth he, in a solemn tone, 

" That reason I fain would hear." 
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^* I know," cried I, " you are leagued with one 

Whom we hold as our direst foe ; 
You hurry us on, with a noiseless wing. 

Nor tell us whither we go. 
We beg for rest, but you heed us not, 

Till you waste our blood and breath, 
TiU we have no strength to parry the blows 

Of the Spectre-Warrior Death " 

Then spake Old Time in a softened voice : 

** You do me a grievous wrong; 
'Tis by the will of a Power above 

I hurry the world along. 
'Tis true that I lead you step by step. 

To the very verge of the tomb ; 
But blame not me if the flowers of joy 

Will not in your pathway bloom. 

" 'Tis true that I rush on a noiseless wing, 

But I warn you all of my flight, 
By the sun, by the moon, by the moving stars, 

By the change of the day and night. 
All this you see, but you idly cry, 

* Oh, life ! it is far too brief \ 
And you waste its Spring in bowers of Ease, 

Its Autumn in cells of Grief. 
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" It is not for me — ^"tis for yourselves 

The measure of me to fill, 
For every hour is freely given 

To waste or improve as you will ; 
And if you force each hour to bear 

The weight of a worthy deed, 
Tour thoughts will dwell on the noble freight, ^ 

And not on the fearful speed, 

*^I will tell you now of a dauntless youth. 

Who sprang on the field of life ; 
Prom his brawny shoulders he cast his robe, 

And shouted, * Now for the strife ! 
I have heard. Old Time, of your league with Death, 

But you cannot prevail o*er me. 
For in every year I will crowd the life 

And the deeds of a century !^ 



** By the sands in my glass ! he held to his word. 

For he worked on the wisest plan j 
* At first,' said he, * I must care for myself. 

And then for my fellow man !' 
So he tolled, till he rose from poverty's thrall; 

Then he hailed me : * 0, Father Time, 
I have strength enough left to deal hard blows. 

In the war against Error and Crime/ 
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^•To the fountains of Science, and Truth, and Faith, 

The poor and forsaken he led, 
And he did not forget, 'while he filled their minds. 

That their mouths must be filled with bread ; 
And thus did he labor for three score years, 

And I give you my firm belief, 
Thai^ never, in all of his varied life, 

Did he waste one hour in grief. 

" When he stood, at last, on the edge of the grave, 

And I told him his end was nigh, 
He smiled, and declared that his mission was filled. 

And now he was ready to die ; 
But while he spoke, there rose from the earth 

A monument fair and tall. 
And I heard a voice from its dizzy height 
, On the old man sweetly call. 

** And lo ! in a moment, I saw him stand 

On the top, in the clouds above ; 
A golden halo was round his head. 

On his bosom a milk-white dove ; 
And the Eagle of Triumph around him whirled, 

While he shouted a hymn of joy ; 
Then the Eagle screamed — and I saw a corse 

In the grave beside me lie ! 
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^'Bat the column remained^ and I saw that it bore^ 

Engraven on every stone, 
The grateful record of some good deed 

This servant of God had done ; 
And there it has stood for many an age, 

For many an age will stand, 
While the truths that are cut on its marble page 

Are sounded in every land I 

*'Now rise, go forth, and tell to the world 

The things I have spoken to-night. 
And bid your brethre^ to pine no more 

When they think of my tireless flight; 
And say that the idle, who laugh in their youth, 

I will teach, in their age, to weep. 
While the faithful shall march with a joyful step 

To their last, unbroken sleep/' 

He spoke, — ^then quickly vanished, while I, 

Fulfilling his great command. 
Have printed his words on the virgin leaf. 

And have placed them in every hand; 
May they meet with a welcome in every heart, 

May their truth be to all men clear. 
And none will forget, in their latest hour, 

The joy of this new-bom Yearl 



^^ 
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THE POPULAR CREDO. 

Dimes and dollars! dollars and dimes! 
An empty pocket's the worst of crimes! 
If a man is down, give him a thrust — 
Trample the beggar into the dust! 
Presumptuous poverty's quite appaUing, 
Knock him over! kick him for falling! 
If a man is up, oh ! lift him higher — 
Your soul 's for sale, and he 's a buyer ! 

Dimes and dollars ! dollars and dimes ! 

An empty pocket 's the worst of crimes I 

I know a poor, but a worthy youth, 
Whose hopes are built on a maiden's truth ; 
But the maiden wiU break her vows with ease, 
For a wooer cometh whose claims are these— 
A hollow heart and an empty head^ 
A face well tinged with the brandy red, 
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A soul well trained in villainy's school — 
And Gash — sweet Cash — ^he knoweth the rule; 

Dimes and dollars ! dollars and dimes ! 

An empty pocket 's the worst of crimes ! 

I know a bold and an honest man 
Who strives to live on the Christian plan^ 
But poor he is, and poor will be, 
A scorned and hated wretch is he — 
At home, he meeteth a starving wife, 
Abroad, he leadeth the leper's life — 
They struggle against a fearful odds, 
Who win not bow to the people's gods ! 

Dimes and dollars ! dollars and dimes ! 

An empty pocket 's the worst of crimes ! 

So get ye wealth, no matter how ! 
"No questions asked " of the rich, I trow ! 
Steal by night, and steal by day, 
(Doing it all in a legal way.) 
Join the Church, and never forsake her, 
Learn to cant, and insult your Maker; 
Be hypocrite, liar, knave and fool ; 
But don't be poor! — ^remember the rule : 

Dimes and dollars ! dollars and dimes ! 

An empty pocket 's the worst of crimes ! 
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I OWE NO MAN A BOLLAE. 

Oh do not envy, my own dear wife, 

The wealth of our next door neighbor, 
But bid me still to be stout of heart, 
And cheerfully follow my labor. 
You must know, the last of those little debts 

That have been our lingering sorrow 
Is paid this night! so we'll both go forth 

And shake hands with the world to-morro^I 
Oh, the debtor is but a shame-faced dog, 

With the creditor's name on his eoUar j 
While I am a king and you are a queen, 
For we owe no man a dollar! 

Our neighbor you saw in his coach to-day, 
With his wife and his flaunting daughter. 

While we sat down, at our coverless board, 
To a crust and a cup of water. 
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I saw that, the teamirop stood in your eye^ 

Though you tried your best to conceal it; 
I knew that the contrast reached your hearty 
' And you could not help but feel it; 

But knowing now, that our scanty fare 
Has freed my neck from the collar, 
Tou '11 join my laugh, and help me shout 
That we owe no man a dollar! 



This neighbor whose show has dazzled your eyes, 

In fact, is a wretched debtor; 
I pity him oft, from my very heart, 

And I wish that his lot were better. 
Why, the man is the veriest slave alive, 

For his dashing wife and daughter 
Will live in style though ruin should come; 
So he goes like a lamb to the slaughter- 
But he feels it the tighter every day, 

That terrible debtor's collar! 
Oh what would he give, could he S2ty with us 
^ That he owed no man a dollar! 



You seem amazed, but I'll tell you more, 
Within two hours I met him. 

Sneaking along with a frightened air, 
As if a fiend had beset him. 
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Yet he fled from a very worthy man, 

Whom I met with the greatest pleasure; 
Whom I called by name and forced to stop^ 
Though he said that he was not at leisure. 
He held my last note / so I held him fast^ 

Till he freed my neck from the collar; 
Then I shook his hand, as I proudly said: 
"Now I owe no man a dollar!*' 



Ah I now you smile, for you feel the force 

Of the truths I've been repeating; 
I knew that a downright honest heart 
In that gentle breast was beating ! 
To-morrow, I '11 rise with a giant's strength 

To follow my daily labor ; 
But ere we sleep, let us humbly pray 
For our wretched nexWoor neighbor ; 

And we'll pray for the time when all shall be free 

From the weight of the debtor's collar; 
When the poorest will lift his voice and cry, 
" Now, I owe no man a dollar ! " 
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THE RAILWAY CAR. 

No more we sing as they sang of old^ 

To the tones of the lute and lyre, 
For lo! we Kve in an Iron Age — 

In the age of Steam and Fire ! 
The world is too busy for dreaming, 

And hath grown too wise for War, 
So, to^ay, for the glory of Science, 

We '11 sing of the Railway Car ! 

The golden chariots of ancient Kings 

Would dazzle the wondering eye, 
And the heads of a million slaves might bow 

As, the glittering toy rolled by ; 
But this is the Car of the People, 

And before it shall bow all Kings — 
Be they warned when they hear the shrieking 

Of the Dragon with iron wings ! 
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The blood-stained Car of the Juggernaut 

O'er millions of necks hath rolled, 
And its priests have cried, "Such a triumph as ours 

The. world shall never behold ! " 
But wo ! when this harnessed Dragon 

Comes vomiting smoke and fire. 
For the Priests, with their Car and Idols, 

Shall perish beneath his ire ! 

And wo to all who uphold the wrong — 

Love darkness rather than light — 
For Science hath opened a broad highway 

For Knowledge, and Truth, and Eight. 
And he sends forth his Car to gather 

The people of many lands. 
Until the uttermost nations 

Are grasping each others' hands I 

And thus, when the people, as one, are joined, 

And each to his fellow is known. 
Invention, and Art, and Skill shall work 

At the bidding of Science alone. 
And who can tell of the greatness ^ 

The world may hope for then, 
For the faith that moveth mountains 

Haih entered the souls of men ! 
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Then sing no more, as they sang of old^ 

To the tones of the lute and lyre, 
But sound the praise of the Iron Age — 

The age of Steam and Fire. 
And sing to the glory of Science — 

Exult in the downfall of War— 
And shout for the fiery Dragon, 

That flies with the Bail way Car I 
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THE BLOODHOUND'S SONG. 

OCTOBEB, 1860. 

Spring up! spring up, my brave bloodhounds! 

Spring up from the drowsy lair! 
Let every jaw be firmly set, 

Let every eye-ball glare! 
The leash is cut and the collar broke, 

The muzzle no longer binds. 
And the scent of the blood we love so well. 

Comes down on the Northern winds! 

brothers, awake! for the time has come 

To brighten the bloodhound's fame; 
They Ve opened a nobler field for us 

To follow our human game! 
We 11 hunt no more in the Dismal Swamp, 

Where the snake and the wild beast hide; 
But we'll course on the highways of the Norths 

Where the fields are fair and wide. 
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And never again will the prey escape^ 

When we faint and the scent grows cold, 
For every man in the conquered North, 

To aid in the hunt is sold. 
The old, the young, the weak, the great. 

Are bound, alike, by the law. 
To follow the trail till the negro's throat 

Is locked in the bloodhound's jaw. 

In the thoroughfares of their proudest marts 

We'll hunt by night and day; 
Sometimes be seen in old State street, 

Sometimes along Broadway j 
And oft in the city of Brotherly Love 

The worn-out slave shall fall, 
For many a chase we '11 have around 

Old Independence Hall I 

In the dingy streets of the City of Smoke, 

They'll hear the bloodhound's bay; 
From factory, foundry, mill and shop. 

We '11 drag our bleeding prey; 
And the stalwart smith shall his hammer drop, 

As the slave to him shall cling. 
For he will not dare to lift his arm 

When the bloodhound is his king! 
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In the North they 've many a battle ground^ 

Where men for liberty fell; 
But soon the bloodhound's vengeful voice 

A different tale shall tell. 
We 11 hunt on the sacred fields where, once. 

Tyrants were forced to fly, 
And the blood of slaves shall wet the graves 

Where heroes' ashes lie ! 

And boldly shall we claim this right 

To hunt where'er we will, 
In Concord's streets, in Lexington, 

Yea, upon Bunker Hill! 
They '11 hear the shriek of the fallen slave, 

And the crack of the driver's scourge, 
Where the soldiers' bare feet pressed the snow 

On the road to Valley Forge ! 

The freeman's house was his castle called. 

In the stubborn days of yorej 
But a knock that comes in the bloodhound's name. 

Shall open the strongest door; 
And wives and daughters shall shrink in fear^ 

And children forget their mirth. 
Should the lord of the castle shelter a slave 

By the side of the sacred hearth. 
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There is no spot that we will not search; 

There is nothing shall daunt or awe ; 
The right and the wrong are alike with us, 

For we fear no higher law. 
We 11 follow the scent though it lead us across 

The grave-yard's rugged sod, 
Nor stop to leap o'er the Altar's rail 

In the House of the living God! 

Then up ! spring up, my brave bloodhounds! 

Spring up from ther drowsy lair I 
Let every jaw be firmly set, 

Let every eye-ball glare I 
For the men of the North who once were free 

In the gyYea of shame are bound! 
From the Golden land to the state of Maine, 

Their lord is the fiei'ce bloodhound 1 
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THEN AND NOW. 

How changed thou art since first I ga^d 

Upon thy virgin Ibrow I 
The mem'ry of thy loveliness 

Comes fresh upon me now; 
And though thou still art very fair— 

A stately married dame — 
The more I gaze, the more I feel 

That thou art not the samel 

Thy locks of gold swept o'er thy breast^ 

A free and lawless crowd; 
They seemed like sunset's glowing rays 

Upon a fleecy cloud. 
The roses, then, from thy soft cheek 

Were never known to part;, 
They slept in snow, yet withered not— 

Their life was in thy heart ! 
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Thy smile would call the dimples forth 

To dance around thy mouth ; 
Thy breath was like the wind that bears 

The perfume of the South. 
Thy teeth were pearls the Nereids stole 

From caves within the sea — 
The theft was pardoned when 't was found 

They did it but for thee! 

And who that saw could e'er forget 

That light, yet swelling form. 
Whose every motion called to life 

Some new and deeper charm 1 
Ah I this was very long ago; 

(How long I dare not say;) 
And yet so well such memories wear, 

It seems but yesterday I 

The roses still are on your cheek 

Through all the changeful year; 
They are as red as ever, and 

Their outline far more clear; 
But, Hwn^ a kiss would send the blush 

O'er neck and brow to stray ; 
While rtow — should husband try such things 

T would all be rubbed away ! 
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Tour locks etUl hold their golden hue- 
Were they not hard to match? 

"Oh I what a falling oflf was there/' 
That ended in a scratch ! 

The dimples, too, that round your mouth 
Once played with grace divine, 

Have now — ^more staid and sober grown — 
All fallen into line ! 

Your teeth are still like rows of pearls. 

Though I am much afraid. 
The dentist's bill, like many more, 

Has never yet been paid. 
Tour form is round and swelling yet — 

No one will question that — 
In fact, if truth must be declared 

You 're positively fat 1 

Tour breath — (you wish another glass, 

Madeira, or Champagne ?) 
What was I saying? — all quite lost? 

1 11 think of it again. 
Meanwhile, lest I oflfend, 1 11 add 

A fact that none will doubt — 
No dame of fifty in the land 

Looks better at a rout! 
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I have not yet been finding fault- 
Wear what disguise you will; 

I do but ask you if your heart 
Be pure and joyous still? 

Has ity from contact with the worlds 
Eeceived no spot or taint? 

Or do you wear that gracious smile 
Just as you wear your paint? 

Alas I the truth you cannot hide 

From any honest eyej 
We know that sleek and simpering air 

Is but a gilded lie! 
For wealth and show^ all joy^ and lovo, 

And sympathy you gave; 
You once were one of Nature's queeni^ 

You now are Fashion's slave I 

You 're very pious— much beloved— 

The ptiblio know it well; 
But what could maids and millinerg^ 

And poor relations tell I 
Oh I spare me^ heaven ! should I e'er eoiM 

To poverty or shame^ 

From aU the tender mercies o£ 

• . • ■ 

A fashionaUe darnel 
10 
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A TALK WITH MAY. 

HAT 18, 1850. 

Now what is it «tils you, gentle May? 

And where is your wonted smile? 
We loved you the best of all the twelve. 

For we thought you were free from guile; 
But you come to us now in rain and sleet, 

And you threaten us oft with snow — 
I fear you are not so innocent now. 

As you were some years ago. 

Tou are friendly, now, with the cold North Wind, 

You meet, in the night, with the Frost, 
You are seen all day with the darkest clouds — 

Beware, frail one! or you *re lost. 
Your fame, dear May, is a delicate thing. 

As you may find out to your sorrow^ 
Yet you still do wrong, though you have |peen here 

A fortnight exactly-^to-morrow. 
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We care Hot so much when April is rougli, 

For he 's ever a reckless youth, 
An3 we 're fairly warned by his fickle face 

That he sadly neglects the truth; 
But we were grieved when the blossoms and bud% 

That he almost frightened to death, 
Were greeted by you with a darker frown, 

And touched with a colder breath. 



The neat little girls, with their new white frocki^ 

The boys with their hats of straw, 
Would have welcomed you back in the style prescribed 

By the children'^ ancient lawj 
But they saw you come in an angry storm. 

And they trembled beneath your ire. 
Till they gladly resumed their winter clothes. 

And huddled around the fire« 

And the poor little orphan violets. 

That you used to love so well! 
I know they must have, of your cold neglect, 

A piteous tale to tell. 
Ytfu used to give them the long green grass. 

In which they could safely hidej 
But now you have left them to pine so long; 

I wonder they kave not died-^ 
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I 'm afraid Gom6 one^ in tbeae nowy time^, 

Has poisoned your iimooent mind — 
Ton 've listened to tales about "female rights,'* 

Till you think it is weak to be kind. 
Xou say that both April and March are roughs 

Though both to the Spring belong; 
And you ask, if what is permitted to them. 

With you, should be viewed as wyopg. 

Oh I listen to me! we think you as pure 

As the softest ray from the moon. 
We love ! we revere ! and we would not have 

Our idol destroyed so soon; 
For the harshest thing on this sinful earth, 

Is the voice of a common scold. 
While the heaven that dwells in a maiden's love, 

No poet hath ever told. 

Then go no more with the chilling wind, 

Nor welcome the driving rain. 
But turn to your friends, the gentle flowers. 

And give them your love again. 
Let the mist and the cloud be sent from the eky, 

Let the sun shine warm today. 
And every voice on the earth shall sing 

A song to the praise of May I 
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Down fix)m the mountain, 

Over the steep, 
Hurried the fountain 

On to the deep. 
At first but a brook 

It swelled in its pride, 
Till the firmest rock shook 

In the strength of its tide. 

It gathered in force, 

A river of might; 
It held in its course 

The madness of flight. 
Its wild waves were tost. 

They were fi'antic with glee, 
Yet a plunge — all is lost 

In the fathomless sea! 
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Thus doth the mortal, 

Laden with crime, 
Leap through the portal 

Closing on Time, 
He waxeth in sins 

As he waneth in breath, 
And he never begins 

To think there is Death 1 
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LOVE AND THE POET. 

The poet sal in his lonely hall, 
And hearkened no more to his fancy's call^ 
For he felt a void in his yearning heart; 
And he prayed that Heaven would yet impart 
Some new-born hope — ^some holier beam 
Of deathless thought, to his fancy's dream; 
For Time was young and had not shown 
The bliss which now is the Poet's own. 

'T was then that young Love left his home. 
And fled, from his mother's side, to roam 
Where he might his unfledged powers display — 
For he longed to seize on his yielding prey; 
But he sighed as he thought his deeds untold 
Would pass away in Time's dark fold : 
For Time was young when mad-cap Love 
Fled gayly to earth from his home above. 
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But a bright clear day^ at the sunset hour, 
Ere the dew had kissed the drooping flower. 
When the sinking orb, with his blood-red light. 
Made the lily blush and the rose more bright — 
When all that is lovely was lovelier still — 
The Poet first felt Love's tender thrill; 
For Time was young when thoughtless Love 
Wa3 led by chance to the Poet's grove. 

And a happy hour for both was this, 
For it brought to both a lasting bliss : 
To the Poet it gave the loftiest theme 
That ever was woven with Fancy's dream ; 
And to Love a chronicler firm — ^unbought — 
Whose thoughts are immortal — ^whose words perish not; 
And though Time waxeth old, Love still is young, 
And songs to his praise shall forever be sung I 
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Gay Cupid, grown tired of play, 

With his quiver, well filled, and his bow, 
Declared that time flitted away. 
And to Earth he must certainly go. 
"And now," said he, "the fairest 

1 11 seek with care divine, 
And she whose smiles are rarest 
Shall guide these darts of mine." 
And the gay god came humbly, and with bending knee^ 
His quiver devoted, fair Susan, to thee ! 

And then Hope wove a magic spell. 

Which she joyously flung to the air. 

With the prayer, where her favor should dwell. 

That Beauty and Love might be there, 

" For my smiles," cried she, " are brightest 

Where Beauty holds the sway. 

And Care's dark frowns are lightest. 

Where young Love's dimples play." 

The spell came to Earth, by the Goddess set free. 

And Hope's blessing, fair Susan, fell proudly on thee ! 
11 
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Then the Graces grew weary of home, 

Where their hours were wasted in vain ; 
And they said, "to the Earth we will roam. 
Nor return to our bower again ; 
But we will seek the sweetest 
Of Beauty's favorites there, 
And our dance shall be the fleetest 
Where Hope's smiles are most fair/' 
And their bower no longer their lone home shall be ; 
'Tis deserted now, Susau — they wander with thee I 
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I never wrote but once before, 

Upon an album leaf, 
And that I 'm vmting on one now 

Is past my own belief; 
For then I was so sorely vexed 

I breathed a bitter vow 
That never — ^but I need not name 

The oath — ^'tis broken now 1 

I do not mean, by this, to* say 

That I despise the theme 
Which custom has marked out for those 

Who would o'er albums dream, 
Fot I could scribble page on page. 

In praises of an eye. 
Or fill a folio volume with 

Descriptions of a sigh. 
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But I do mean to say 'tis hard 

To dress out thoughts in rhyme, 
For one who to Parnassus' top, ^ 

Was never taught to chmb; 
And though I Ve put the question oft 

No lady can disclose 
The reason why one must not write 

In plain straightforward prose. 



Oh 1 if to write without this rhyme 

The privilege were given. 
To praise a lady fair as thou 

Would be a taste of Heaven ! 
For then in simply chosen words 

My thoughts would find their birth, 
And from my very soul draw forth 

A tribute to thy worth. 

Then I could tell of smiles more bright 

Than childhood's fairest dream, 
And eyes which, in their softened light. 

With joy and laughter beam. 
And how those smiles when sorrows come. 

So quickly pass away 
And tears of holiest sympathy 

A feeling heart betray. 
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Then blame me not though I may lack , 

The mere external art 
To give a form to thoughts whose home 

Hath been my inmost heart. 
And oh ! believe me when I say 

A happier star will lend 
Its light to cheer my path through life 

If thou wilt call me — ^firiend. 
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SING AGAIN THAT GOOD OLD SONG. 

Come, ring, once more, that good old Bong, 

That song of the dreamy past; 
IVe heard it oft, and known it long. 

Yet love it to the last I 
It brings to mind a race of men. 

The proudest of their day. 
Whose very names, high sounding then, 

Have long since passed away ! 
Then sing again that good old song. 

That song of the days of yore ; 
It tells of hope and joy that long 

Have fled^ to come no more ! 

It sends a thrill to the old man's heart. 

And brightens his sunken eye. 
And bids the trembling tear to start 

A.t thoughts of days gone byj 
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And yet, with quivering lip, he craves 

Once more that strain to hear; 
It seems an echo from the graves 

Of friends in youth held dear. 
Then sing again that good old song, 

That song of the da^ of yore ; 
It tells of a merry time that long 

Hath fled, to come no more I 

The minstrers soul hath passed away. 

And earth hath claimed its own ; 
Yet still we have this simple lay, 

A breath of the spirit flown ; 
For Heaven to Time no power ere gives 

O'er all-enduring thought ; 
And while the soul immortal lives. 

Its ofispring perish not 1 
And still we sing that good old song. 

That song of the days of yore; 
It tells of hope and joy that long 

Have fled, to come no more ! 
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Bound me come a group of maidens^ 

Mischief dancing in their eyes, 
Singing : ^^ We have watched thy glances, 

We have heard thy plaining sighs j 
Well we know the little maiden 

Who hath caused thy drooping grief; 
Lover-boy 1 go plead thy passion ; 
Seek, and quickly find relief: 
For we know, we know she loves thee I 

All her blushes serve to tell 
That the little maiden loves thee, 
That she loves thee passing well! 

Thou hast feared she loved another; 

Feared she might thy wooing slight. 
She, all conscious, would not meet thee — 

Trembling ever in thy sight ; 
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But we'll teach thee^manly^boldness, 

Thou shalt woo her, lover-boy ! 
And we'll tell this little damsel 
She must be no longer coy: 
For we know, we know she loves thee I 

All her blushes serve to tell 
That the little maiden loves thee, 
That she loves thee passing well !" 

Now the merry-hearted maidens 

Laughing, lead me to her side; 
Now they tell how I have loved her, 
Tell her she shall be my bride: 
Hoping now, my vows are spoken : 
Now, her guileless love confest, 
While the'girls all shout in gladness, 
*^See our happy task is blest : 
For we know, we know she loves thee 1 

All her blushes serve to tell 
That the little maiden loves thee, 
That she loves thee passing well ! ^ 

All is gone ! I have been dreaming, 

For I am a boy no more ! 
Why was not this vision real, 

Ere my brighter days were o'er— 
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Tor my heart for love was longing — 

Still is longing though in vain, 
And I'll ne'er forget this vision^ 
Ne'er forget the sweet refrain : 
^^For we know^Jwe know she loves thee ! 

All her blushes serve to tell 
That the little maiden loves thee^ 

That she loves thee passing well! " 
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THE PROUD ONE. 

I saw her first in Fashion's throng, 

A beauty cold and proud, 
The only silent one among 

A gay and thougtless crowd; 
Her lofty brow was slightly bent 

Li mild, yet deep disdain, 
As blushing faces came and went, 

In every dancers train. 

She marked in scorn each tender glance. 

And smiled when half-drawn sighs 
Betraj^d the tale of love's wild trance. 

That shame could not disguise ; 
She seemed to tower above them all 

With such a heartless pride, 
I wondered if she e'er let fall 

A tear, or ever sighed! 
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But soon there came a whisper low 

That pride to grief had turned ; 
She loved ! and yet she lived to know 

Her yielding heart was spumed ! 
She saw the loved one lingered not 

With pleasure, at her side ; 
Too soon she knew that he had sought 

And won a humbler bride ! 

When last in crowded halls we met, 

So wild was her delight, 
That many said they never yet 

Had known a smile more bright; 
But once I saw her cheek grow pale, 

And all those smiles depart — 
How flimsy then appeared the veil 

Thrown o'er a withered heart! 
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THE BETURN. 

When first those rosy lips I pressed, 

I thought that all life's iUs were ended — 
When with thy smiles so proudly blest 

That care could ne'er with love be blendedL 
I felt not Fate's cold, withering blast, 

And only cared to see thee blushing; 
But ah ! the dread blow came at last, 

Our love, thy smiles, our life-hopes crushing ! 

And can we ere in life forget. 

When in thine own sweet, lonely bower. 
Where first our vows were given, we met, 

To spend our bitter parting hour? 
We felt all that deep anguish there 

That young hearts know when forced to sever j 
We knelt and joined our souls in prayer. 

Then parted, as we thought, forever I 
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But Fortune's clouds have passed away^ 

And Hope once more our path has brightened 
We meet again ! and Love's sweet ray 

Still bumS| but by misfortune heightened| 
And still more happy now we feel^ 

Than when our early vows were given, 
For now we know, as here we kneel, 

That our true love is blest in Heaven I 
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BALLAD. 

A sailor and a weeping girl, 

Are standing on the shore, 
His duty calls him o'er the sea, 

And they may meet no more. 
He cries "my Annie, come with me, 

I cannot leave thee so T' 
Yet, though she wildly clings to him, 

She can but answer — ^no I 

"My father and my mother dear, 

Are broken, now, with care. 
They dearly love their only child, 

Oh ! think of their despair I" 
"Bui thou hast sworn to be my bride I 

And wilt thou turn from me ? 
Thy heart will break, and so will mine 

When I am far at sea 1" 
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They wait ! they wait ! the anchor's weighed. 

The skiff is on the sand, 
The ship hath felt the friendly gale 

That bears her from the land I 
He leaps upon the dancing boat — 

" I go !" the maiden cries, 
And> once again, her drooping head 

Upon his bosom lies ! 

And now, upon the vessel's deck. 

She lingers by his side. 
She'll watch, and toil, and pray for him, 

Let good or ill betide I 
Her father, mother, home and friends 

Have vanished from her sight, 
Her love is now her guiding star, 

Her life, her only light 1 
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THE PHANTOM. 

No foeman ever yet haa passed 
The castle's fix)wniiig wall. 
But now^ within^ a childish fear 
Hath come upon them all ; 
For every night a song is heard 

Upon the sea below — 
It seemeth not a human voice. 
So pure and wild its flow. 
And, every night, a phantom white. 

Is seen upon the bay^ 
But ere the light, in seeming fidght. 
It swiftly glides away. 

The Baron and the Baroness 
Are sore oppressed with fear. 

And sturdy men-at-arms turn pale. 
And talk of danger near; 
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And^ yetf the Baroa's daughter fair, 

Though youngest of them all, 
Would seem, of all, the least to dread 
That danger may befal : 

While, every night, the phantom white, 

Is seen upon the bay ; 
But ere the light, in seeming fright, 
It swiftly glides away 1 

The night is dark, the storm is rude. 

And fiercely roars the wind. 
And yet within the castle-halls 

A fiercer storm we find. 
The Baron's only daughter fair 

Hath fled her mother's side; 
A poor, but bold and gallant knight, 

Hath won her for his bride 1 
They see, to-night, the phantom white 

A dancing o'er the bay. 
But ere the light, in seeming fright, 
It vanishes away ! 

The knight hath borne his trembling bride, 

Adown the rocky shore. 
The shoutings of his merry men 

Have drowned the billows' roar^ 
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The shallop spreads her snowy sail^ 

Her course again is free^ 
She'll hide no more along the shore^ 
Her home is o'er the sea ! 

And from to-night, no phantom white. 

Will dance upon the bay, 

For ere the light, a rapid flight. 

Hath borne her far away. 
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THE JILTED. 

We have parted I we have parted 

Never more to meet ! 
She hath scorned the weary hearted^ 

Kneeling at her feet I 
Led a captive by her kindness, 
Led in all a lover's blindness, ^; 

Vows of truth so fondly spoken, 
I had thought could ne'er be broken. 

We have parted, we have parted 

Never more to meet ! 
She hath scorned the weary hearted, 
Kneeling at her feet ! 

Had I never, had I never 

Known her ardent glance, 
Or could I my spirit sever 

From its heavy trance, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



104 SHIRAS' POEMS. 

I could boldly strive with sorrow, 
Strive, and hope, and wait the morrow, 
But, alas ! despair hath bound me — 
All its fetters hang around me ! 

We have parted, we have parted 

Never more to meet ! 
She hath scorned the weary hearted. 
Kneeling at her feet 1 



I am waking ! I am waking 

Even from despair ! 
All my earthly bonds are breaking — 

I am free as air I 
In my very darkest hour, 
Death has told me of his power ; 
In a cold and silent river 
He can hide my woes forever f 

I am waking t I am waking 

Even from despair t 
All my earthly bonds are breaking- 
I am free as airt 
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SUNSET ON THE SEA. 

Though beauty everywhere is strewn, 

To glad the weary soul — 
Upon the burning torrid zone, 

Around the frozen pole- 
Though dark the forest shadows fall, 

Though fair the valley be, 
The noblest sight among them all 

Is sunset on the sea! 

We gaze upon the towering hill, 
And wonder at its height. 

Or laugh to see the limpid rill 
Leap on in joyous flight ; 

But though the mountain peak be tall. 
Though streams flow glad and free. 

There is a nobler sight than all— 

The sunset on the sea! 
14 
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We would not love the wildwood less, 

Nor scorn the mountain's pride, 
Nor cease to feel the loveliness 

Of vale and rippling tide ; 
Yet still we list to fancy's call, 

From tamer beauties flee, 
To seek the noblest sight of all— 

The sunset on the sea ! 
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FAREWELL TO THE LAND. 

To-night ! to-night, unfiirl the sail, 

And ere the dawn, away ! 
We'll brave old Ocean's fiercest gale. 

Or with his billows play ; 
For we love him in his gentleness. 

We bend to his angry might ; 
Though rude he be, sing : " nevertheless, 

Farewell to the land, to-night !" 

The time is lost, thaf s spent on shore 

By wanderers such as we ; 
Though ease be ours, we pine the more 

To toil upon the sea. 
We love not the sleep of idleness ; 

In danger is our delight; 
Then, comrades, all, sing, "nevertheless. 

Farewell to the land to-night !" 
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Though all we love are round us now, 

Though souls to them may cling, 
A hand is drawn o'er each young brow. 

The tears aside to fling; 
Though home may tempt by its cheerfulnesa, 

It cannot prevent our flight ; 
Though hearts be full, sing, "nevertheless, 

Farewell to the land to-night !" 
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SONG. 

Let me rest on the heaving billow, 
And be lulled by the winds low moan, 
Let my tiny boat 
O'er the wide sea float. 
Alone, all alone I 
For I'm weary, very weary 

Of the turmoil on the shore. 
Where the sea is dark and lonely 
Let me dwell forevermore ! 



Let me fly, let me fly to the ocean ! 
The land is a prison to me : 
And my home I'll find 
Where the sea and wind 
Are free, ever free ! 
Waft me gently, waft me gently 
Perfume-breezes of the shore. 
Where the sea is dark and lonely. 
Let me dwell forevermore ! 
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THE CHAPEL. 

What see we afar through the mists of the night, 
When the stars, shedding calmy their soft mellow light. 
Seem to tempt us to gaze on the wealth of the skies. 
Which the broad glare of day to our vision denies ? 
It resteth, you see, on the tall mountain peak, 
In the white clouds it seemeth a pure home to seek: 
Tis the Chapel of Eest ! which in stillness divine 
Inviteth the pilgrim to pray at the shrine I 

Thus the Angel of Peace, in the home of the blesi^ 
Would call to the weary, from sorrow to rest ; 
And those treasures of hope to the heart sick unfold. 
Which a cold, selfish world would forever withhold. 
She woos not with pleasures that dazzle the soul. 
And yield it a prey to wild passion's control. 
But with smiles ever blest, with a promise divine. 
She calleth tho pilgrim to kneel at her shrine ! 
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A MORKING SONG. 

Let me now forget the past^ 

Let me turn away from Time ! 
Let me think that life will last 

Ever in a glorious prime ! 
Mine shall be a world of joy. 

Full of hope and free from pain ; 
I will live a dreaming boy, 

I will never weep again ! 

Let the Future cease to frown, 

Let him hide his misty veil. 
Let the Morrow cease his moan, 

'Tis a weary, weary tale ! 
Oh! To-day, To-day is king! 

He is kind and full of mirth ; 
Let his royal praises ring. 

He alone shall rule the earth ! 
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Only sinful men, I see, 

Fearing past or coming time ; 
Hearts of truth are ever free, 

Besting on a faith suhlime. 
Sorrow, thou art here defied ! 

Well I know thy fearful power, 
But content is now my bride. 

And my life — ^the Present Hour I 
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COEINNE, THE CHIEFTAIN'S BRIDE. 

Upon the fearful battle field 

The moonbeams faintly fall^ 
The dead are lying stark and cold, 

The wounded feebly call. 
And there a maiden form is seen 

Among the dead to glide, 
And paler than the dead is she : 

Corinne, the Chieftain's bride! 

She wildly seeks the loved and lost, 

She finds him in his gore. 
She strives to lift him from the earth, 

But he will rise no more ! 
The field was lost — ^he would not fly, 

But like a hero died ; 

And broken-hearted thou must live, 

CJorinne, the Chieftain's bride I 
15 
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^'I will not live !" the\mourner cries, 

And clasps the lifeless form ; 
She does not heed the icy wind 

She cares not for the storm. 
And when the gloomy mom appears, 

She cannot leave his side; 
For death has stilled thy broken heart, 

Gorinne, the Chieftain's bride I 
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SENDING AWAY." 



When first I sought my Mary's hand^ 

We were in humble life ; 
And then her mother smiling said 

That she should be my wife : 
" He comes to woo thee I" quoth the dame; 

" Thou must not tell him nay I" 
And Mary meekly answered her ; 

" My mother, I obey I" 

But Fortune sent a shower of gold 

Upon my Mary's head ; 
A miser left his hoard behind, 

And mingled with the dead ! 
" My daughter !" said the dame, " this youth 

Must now be sent away !" 
And Mary meekly answered her : 

" My mother, I obey !" 
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The night was clear^ the moon was bright^ 

Two steeds were at the door, 
When Mary left her mother s house 

To enter it no more ! 
We heard a voice — " Come back my child 1 

" My bride ! " said I, "away ! "" 
And Mary cracked her whip and cried : 

" My husband, I obey 1 '* 
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THE OLD FRIENDS. 

Let me sing you a song of my old friend John, 
He is here by my side though the rest are gone. 
I will speak out the truth, I will teU of his worth, 
For he's all I have left on this desolate earth ; 

Good old John 1 brave old John I 
He is here by my side though the rest are gone ! 



He is thin, he is weak, and his frame is bowed, 
But his heart is a heart that may not be cowed. 
His word is as good as a king's great seal, 
For his soul is as true as a warrior's steel : 

Good old John! brave old John I 
He is here by my side though the rest are gone ! 
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I would stand by old John though the world should cry 
That friendship for John were a sentence to die ; 
For I know very well he would perish for me. 
Or linger in bondage that I should go free : 

Good old John I brave old John 1 
He is here by my side, though the rest are gone ! 



We were boys at one school and he stood by me then," 
And he loved me no less when we grew to be men ; 
Oh I he clung to me well as we turned down the hill, 
Now we shake by the grave — ^yet he clings to me still : 

Good old John 1 brave old John ! 
He is here by my side though the rest are gone* 

Come my friend 1 come old John I let me have your hand, 
We must go before long to the Unseen Land ; 
But we weep not for that — ^we have nothing to fear, 
Our duty is done, and they need us not here; 

John I John ! God bless you John I 
We'll sleep side by side when both shall be gone 1 
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THE NEW NEIGHBOR. 

I ne'er have looked upon thy face, 

And yet I know thee well, 
For I have heard thy thrillmg voice. 

In music wildly swell ; 
And as it came upon the wind 

That lingered in its flight, 
It seemed that blessed spirits sang 

The Glory of the Night 1 

'Twas hushed — I thought the spirits flew 

To seek their home above; 
I prayed that they would sing again, 

And sing alone of love ; 
Again thy voice more softly came— 

It seemed they heard the prayer, 
And answered from their home in Heaven j 

Twas thus Love whispered there I 
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I hear the world in rapture tell 

How heautiful thou art; 
I heed them not^ for I have heard 

The throbbmgs of thy heart I 
And were thy beauty bright as dreama 

Of Fancy e*re have been^ 
The earthly form could only mock 

The soul that dwells within I 
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